
4 WHEN QHOST MEETS GHOST

trayed to oraduloua hearers jret unborn m an unpretentioua

Edtm, by Bome IttudtUor of its tempiu actum—some forgotten

soul waiting tor emancipation in an infirmary or almshouse.

Anyhow, I oan remember this Court, and can tell a tale it plays

a part in, only not very quick.

Anybody might have passed down the main street and never

noticed it, because it* arched entry didn't give on the street,

but on a bay or eUl-de-mte just long enough for a hansom to

drive into but not to turn round in. There was nothing to

arrest the attention of the passer-by, self-absorbed or profes-

sionally engaged; simultaneotu possibilities, in his case.

But if the passer-by forgot himself and neglected his proper

function in life at the moment that he came abreast of tiiis

cul-de-tae, he may have thereby come to the knowledge of Sapps

Court; and, if a Londoner, may have wondered why he never

knew of it before. For there was nothing in the external ap-

pearance of its arched entry to induce him to face the difSculties

incidental to entering it. He may even have nursed intentions

of saying to a friend who prided hinueU on his knowledge of

town:—"I say. Old Co<':, you think yourself mighty clever

and all that, but I bet you can't tell me where Sapps Cotirt is."

If, however, he never went down Sapps Court at all—merely

looked at his inscription and, recollecting his own place in nature,

passed on—I shouldn't be surprised.

It went downhill under the archway when you did go in, and
you came to a step. If you did not tumble owing to the sudden-

ness and depth of this step, you came to another ; and were stupe-

fied by reaching the ground four inches sooner than you expected,

and made conscious that your skeleton had been driven an equal

distakoe upwards through your system. Then you could see

Sapps Court, but under provocation, from its entry. When you
recovered your temper you admitted that it was a better Court

than you had anticipated.

All the residences were in a row on the left, and there was a

dead wall on the right with an inscription on a stone in it that

said the ground twelve inches beyond belonged to somebody
else. This wall was in the confidence of the main street, lending

itself to a fiction that the houses therein had gardens or yards

behind them. They hadn't; but the tenants beUeved they

had, and hung out chemises and nightgowns and shirts to dry

in the areas they built up their faith on; and really, if they were
properly wrung out afore hung up there was nothing to com-
plain of, because the blacks didn't hold on, not to crook, but got


